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INTRODUCTION XXXV

His last poetical volume, Jour & Jour, published in 1880, is far
more uniformly melancholy and didactic in tone than the two
earlier collections from which we have been quoting. But though
the dominant note is one of pain and austerity, of philosophy touched
with emotion, and the general tone more purely introspective, there
are many traces in it of the younger Amiel, dear, for very ordinary
human reasons, to his sisters and his friends. And, in general, the
pathetic interest of the book for all whose sympathy answers to what
George Sand calls ¢ les tragddies que la pensde apergoit et que Vel ne
voit point,’ is very great. Amiel published it a year before his
death, and the struggle with failing power which the Journal reveals
to us in its saddest and most intimate reality, is here expressed in
more reserved and measured form. Faith, doubt, submission,
tenderness of feeling, infinite aspiration, moral passion, that strain-
ing hope of something beyond, which is the life of the religious
soul—they are all here, and the Dernier Mot with which the sad
little volume ends is poor Amiel’s epitaph on himself, his conscious
farewell to that more public aspect of his life in which he had
suffered much and achieved comparatively so little.

¢ Nous avons & plaisir compliqué le bonheur,
Et par un idéal frivole et suborneur
Attaché nos cceurs A la terre ;
Dupes des faux dehors tenus pour I'important,
Mille choses pour nous ont du prix . . . et pourtant
Une seule était nécessaire.

¢Sans fin nous prodiguons calculs, efforts, travaux ;
Cependant, au milieu des succés, des bravos
En nous quelque chose soupire ;
Multipliant nos pas et nos soins de fourmis,
Nous voudrions nous faire une foule d’amis . . .
Pourtant un seul pouvait suffire.

#Victime des désirs, esclave des regrets,
L’homme s'agite, et s'use, et vieillit sans progrés
Sur sa toile de Pénélope ;
Comme un sage mourant, pnissions-nous dire en paix
¢ J’ai trop longtemps erré, cherché ; je me trompais ;
Tout est bien, mon Dieu m’enveloppe.”’

Upon the small remains of Amiel's prose outside the Journal
there is no occasion to dwell. The two essays on Madame de Staél
and Rousseau contain much fine critical remark, and might find &
place perhaps as an appendix to some future edition of the Journal ;
























INTRODUCTION xliii

us lies. It is this balance of forces in him which makes him so
widely representative of the modern mind—of its doubts, its con-
victions, its hopes. He speaks for the life of to-day as no other
single voice has yet spoken for it; in his contradictions, his fears,
his despairs, and yet in the constant straining towards the unseen
and the ideal which gives a fundamental unity to his inner life, he
is the type of a generation universally touched with doubt, and yet
as sensitive to the need of faith as any that have gone before it;
more widely conscious than its predecessors of the limitations of the
human mind, and of the iron pressure of man’s physical environ-
ment ; but at the same time—paradox as it may seem—more con-
scious of man’s greatness, more deeply thrilled by the spectacle of
the. nobility and beauty interwoven with the universe.

And he plays this part of his so modestly, with so much hesita-
tion, so much doubt of his thought and of himself! He is no
preacher, like Emerson and Carlyle, with whom, as poet and idealist,
he has so much in common ; there is little resemblance between
him and the men who speak, as it were, from a height to the crowd
beneath, sure always of themselves and what they have to say.
And here again he represents the present and foreshadows the
future. For the age of the preachers is passing; those who speak
with authority on the riddles of life and nature as the priests of
this or that all-explaining dogma, are becoming less important as
knowledge spreads, and the complexity of experience is made
evident to a wider range of minds. The force of things is against
the certain people. Again and again truth escapes from the prisons
made for her by mortal hands, and as humanity carries on the end-
less pursuit she will pay more and more respectful heed to voices
like this voice of the lonely Genevese thinker—with its pathetic
alternations of hope and fear, and the moral steadfastness which is
the inmost note of it—to these meditative lives, which, through all
the ebb and flow of thought, and in the dim ways of doubt and
suffering, rich in knowledge, and yet rich in faith, grasp in new
forms, and proclaim to us in new words,

¢ The mighty hopes which make us men.’

. .
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[Where no other name is mentioned, Geneva is to be understood as
the author’s place of residence.]

3ERLIN, 16th July 1848,—There is but one thing needful—to
rossess God. All our Sefises, all our powers of mind and soul,
11 our external resources, are so many ways of approaching the
Jivinity, so many modes of tasting and of adoring God. We must
earn to detach ourselves from all that is capable of being lost, to
’ind ourselves absolutely only to what is absolute and eternal, and
‘© enjoy the rest as a loan, a usufruct. . . . To adore, to under-
itand, to receive, to feel, to give, to act : there is my law, my duty,
my happiness, my heaven. Let come what come will—even death.

y be at peace with self, live in the presence of God, in com-
Munion with Him, and leave the guidance of existence to those
Wniversal powers against whom thou canst do nothing !—If death
gives me time, so much the better. If its summons is near, so much
the better still; if a half-death overtake me, still so much the
better, for so the path of success is closed to me only that I may
find opening before me the path of heroism, of moral greatness and
resignation. Every life has its potentiality of greatness, and as it is
impossible to be outside God, the best is consciously to dwell in Him.

BeruN, 20th July 1848.—It gives liberty and breadth to
hought, to learn to judge our own epoch from the point of view
»f universal history, history from the point of view of geological
seriods, geology from the point of view of astronomy. When the
luration of a man’s life or of a people’s life appears to us as micro-
copic a8 that of a fly, and inversely, the life of a gnat as infinite
8 that of a celestial body, with all its dust of nations, we feel our-
elves at once very small and very great, and we are able, as it

. . B
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rows clear, the confused plain; what is complicated becomes
imple—what is accidental, necessary. In short, art reveals nature
)y interpreting its intentions and formulating its desires. Every
deal is the key of a long enigma. The great artist is the sim-
plifier.

¢ Every man is a tamer of wild beasts, and these wild beasts are -
ais passions. To draw their teeth and claws, to muzzle and tame
them, to turn them into servants and domestic animals, fuming,
perhaps, but submissive—in this consists personal education.

3d February 1862.—Self-criticism is the corrosive of all oratorical
or literary spontaneity. The thirst to know turned upon the self
8 punished, like the curiosity of Psyche, by the flight of the thing
lesired. Force should remain a mystery to itself; as soon as it
Ties to penetrate its own secret it vanishes away. The hen with
;he golden eggs becomes unfruitful as soon as she tries to find out
why her eggs are golden. The consciousness of consciousness is the
term and end of analysis. True, but analysis pushed to extremity
levours itself, like the Egyptian serpent. We must give it some
external matter to crush and dissolve if we wish to prevent its
lestruction by its action upon itself. ‘We are, and ought to be,
sbscure to ourselves,’ said Goethe, ¢ turned outwards, and working
upon the world which surrounds us’ Outward radiation consti-
tutes health ; a too continuous concentration upon what is within
brings us back to vacuity and blank. It is better that life should
ilate and extend itself in ever-widening circles, than that it should
be perpetually diminished and compressed by solitary contraction.
Warmth tends to make a globe out of an atom ; cold, to reduce a
globe to the dimensions of an atom. Analysis has been to me self-

annulling, self-destroying.

23d April 1862 (Mornex sur Saldve)—I was awakened by the
twittering of the birds at a quarter to five, and saw, as I threw open
my windows, the yellowing crescent of the moon looking in upon
me, while the east was just faintly whitening. An hour later it
was delicious out of doors. The anemones were still closed, the
ipple-trees in full flower :—

¢ Ces beaux pommiers, couverts de leurs fleurs étoilées,
Neige odorante du printemps.’

Fhe view was exquisite, and Nature, in full festival, spread fresh-
aess and joy around her. I breakfasted, read the paper, and hen
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" 85th November 1863.—Prayer is the essential weapon of all
tnllgmns. He who can no longer pray because he doubts whether
fhere is a being to whom prayer ascends and from whom blessing
@escends, he indeed is cruelly solitary and prodigiously impoverished.
And you, what do you believe about it # At this moment I should

d it very difficult to say. All my positive beliefs are in the

ible ready for any kind of metamorphosis. Truth above all,
when it upsets and overwhelms us! But what I believe is
jthat the highest idea we can conceive of the principle of things will
%o the truest, and that the truest truth is that which makes man
“the most wholly good, wisest, greatest, and happiest.
My creed is in transition, Yet I still believe in God, and the
-fmmortality of the soul. I believe in holiness, truth, beauty ; I
believe in the redemption of the soul by faith in forgiveness. I
believe in love, devotion, honour. I believe in duty and the
moral conscience. I believe even in prayer. I believe in the
fimdamental intuitions of the human race, and in the great affirma-
tions of the inspired of all agés. I believe that our higher nature
our true nature,
Can one get a theology and & theodicy out of this? Probably,
t just now I do not see it distinetly. It is so long since I have
ceased to think about my own metaphysic, and since I have lived in
, the thoughts of others, that I am ready even to ask myself whether
Mhe crystallisation of my beliefs is necessary. Yes, for preaching
and acting ; less for studying, contemplating, and learning.

4th December 1863, —The whole secret of remaining young in
apite of years, and even of gray hairs, is to cherish enthusiasm in
unegelf, by poetry, by contemplation, by charity,—that is, in fewer
‘words, by the maintenance of harmony in the soul. When every-
thing is in its right place within us, we ourselves are in equilibrium
with the whole work of God. Deep and grave enthusiasm for the
eternal beauty and the eternal order, reason touched with emotion
aud a serene tenderness of heart—these surely are the foundations
of wisdoiil. ~

Wlsdom ! how inexhaustible a theme! A sort of peaceful
aureole surrounds and illumines this thought, in which are summed
up all the treasures of moral experience, and which is the ripest
fruit of a well-spent life. Wisdom never grows old, for she is the
expression of order itself,—that is, of the Eternal. Only the wise
man draws from life, and from every stage of it, its true savour,
because only he feels the beauty, the dignity, and the value of life.
The flowers of youth may fade, but the summer, the autumn, and
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necessity for imposing myself upon others, nor for succeeding. I
bave seen nothing clearly except my own deficiencies and the
superiority of others, That is not the way to make a career. With
varied aptitudes and a fair intelligence, I had no dominant tend-
ency, no imperious faculty, so that while by virtue of capacity I
felt myself free, yet when free I could not discover what was best.
Equilibrium produced indecision, and indecision has rendered all
my faculties barren.

8th November 1872 (Friday).—I have been turning over the
Boics again. Poor Louisa Siefert 138 Ah! we Pplay the Stoic, and
all the while the poisoned arrow in the side pierces and wounds,
ldhalis arundo. What is it that, like all passionate souls, she really
eraves for ? Two things which are contradictory—glory and happi-
new. She adores two incompatibles—the Reformation and the
Bevolution, France and the contrary of France : her talent itself is
& combination of two opposing qualities, inwardness and brilliancy,
noisy display and lyrical charm. She dislocates the rhythm of her
verse, while at the same time she has a semsitive ear for rhyme.
8he is always wavering between Valmore and Baudelaire, between
Leconte de Lisle and Sainte-Beuve-—that is to say, her taste is a
bringing together of extremes. She herself has described it :—

*Toujours extréme en mes désirs,
Jadis, enfant joyeuse et folle,
Souvent une seule parole
Bouleversait tous mes plaisirs.’

But what a fine instrument she possesses! what strength of soul !
what wealth of imagination !

3d December 1872,—What a strange dream! I was under an
llusion and yet not under it ; I was playing a comedy to myself,
leceiving my imagination without being able to deceive my con-
ciousness. This power which dreams have of fusing incompatibles
ogether, of uniting what is exclusive, of identifying yes and no, is
vhat is most wonderful and most symbolical in them. In a dream
mr individuality is not shut up within itself; it envelops, so to
its surroundings ; it is the landscape, and all that it contains,
urselves included. But if our imagination is not our own, if it is
mpersonal, then personality is but a special and limited case of its
eneral functions. A fortiors it would be the same for thought.
ind if so, thought might exist without possessing itself individually,
rithout embodying itself in an ego. In other words, dreams lead
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What is madness? Illusion, raised to the second power.: A
wund mind establishes regular relations, a modus vivends, between
things, men, and itself, and it is under the delusion that it has got
hold of stable truth and eternal fact. Madness does not even see
what sanity sees, deceiving itself all the while by the belief that
it sees better than sanity. The sane mind or common sense con-
founds the fact of experience with necessary fact, and assumes in
good faith that what is, is the measure of what may be; while
madness cannot perceive any difference between what is and what
it imagines—it confounds its dreams with reality.

Wisdom consists in rising superior both to madness and to
¢mmon sense, and in lending oneself to the universal illusion
vithout becoming its dupe. It is best, on the whole, for a man of
tasie who knows how to be gay with the gay, and serious with the
serious, to enter into the game of Maia, and to play his part with
8 good grace in the fantastic tragi-comedy which is called the
Universe. It seems to me that here intellectualism reaches its
limit3 ¢ The mind, in its intellectual capacity, arrives at the intui-
tion that all reality is but the dream of & dream, What delivers
u from the palace of dreams is pain, personal pain ; it is also the
sense of obligation, or that which combines the two, the pain of
&in; and again it is love ; in short, the moral order. What saves
U from the sorceries of Maia is conscience ; conscience dissipates
the narcotic vapours, the opium-like hallucinations, the placid
stapor of contemplative indifference. It drives us into contact with
the terrible wheels within wheels of human suffering and human
Tesponsibility ; it is the bugle-call, the cock-crow, which puts the
Phantoms to flight ; it is the armed archangel who chases man from
an artificial paradise. Intellectualism may be described as an
Intoxication conscious of itself ; the moral energy which replaces it,
on the other hand, represents a state of fast, a famine and a sleepless
thist. Alas! Alas!

Those Wh;) have tl;e most irivolons. idea of sin are just those. who
Suppose that there is a fixed gulf between good people and others.

The ideal which the wife and mother makes for herself, the
nanner in which she understands duty and life, contain the fate of
he community. Her faith becomes the star of the conjugal ship,
nd her love the animating principle that fashions the future of all
elonging to her. Woman is the salvation or destruction of the
umily. She carries its destinies in the folds of her mantle.
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The function of the private journal is one of observation, experi-
ment, analysis, contemplation ; that of the essay or article is to
provoke reflection ; that of the book is to demonstrate.

21st July 1877.—A superb night,—a starry sky,—Jupiter and
Pheebe holding converse before my windows. Grandiose effects of
light and shade over the courtyard. A sonata rose from the black
gulf of shadow like a repentant prayer wafted from purgatory.
The picturesque was lost in poetry, and admiration in feeling,

30th July 1877.— . . makes a very true remark about
Renan, & propos of the volume of Les Hvangiles. He brings out
the contradiction between the literary taste of the artist, which is
delicate, individual, and true, and the opinions of the critic, which
are borrowed, old-fashioned, and wavering.—This hesitancy of
choice between the beautiful and the true, between poetry and
yrose, between art and learning, is, in fact, characteristic. Renan
1has a keen love for science, but he has a still keener love for good
‘writing, and, if necessary, he will sacrifice the exact phrase to the
beautiful phrase. Science is his material rather than his object ;
s object is style. A fine passage is ten times more precious in his
€yes than the discovery of a fact or the rectification ofa date. And
©n this point I am very much with him, for a beautiful piece of
‘writing is beautiful by virtue of a kind of truth which is truer
than any mere record of authentic facts. Rousseau also thought
the same. A chronicler may be able to correct Tacitis, but
Tacitus survives all the chroniclers. I know well that the
tegthetic temptation is the French temptation ; I have often be-
wailed it, and yet, if I desired anything, it would be to be a writer,
& great writer, To leave a monument behind, aere perennius, an
mperishable work which might stir the thoughts, the feelings, the
Yreams of men, generation after generation,—this is the only glory
which I could wish for, if I were not weaned even from this wish
so. A book would be my ambition, if ambition were not vanity
wd vanity of vanities.

11th August 1877.—The growing triumph of Darwinism—that
8 to say of materialism, or of force—threatens the conception of
ugtice. But justice will have its turn. The higher human law
annot be the offspring of animality. Justice is the right to the
naximum of individual independence compatible with the same
iberty for others ;—in other words, it is respect for man, for the
mmature, the small, the feeble ; it is the guarantee of those human
ollectivities, associations, states, nationalities—those voluntary or

\/












AMIEL’S JOURNAL 249

hing, that is to say, which, by a kind of magic, makes a living
mity out of such opposed attributes as orderliness and spontaneity,
thought and imagination, solidity and charm.

The true critic strives for a clear vision of things as they are—
for justice and fairness; his effort is to get free from himself, so
that he may in no way disfigure that which he wishes to understand
or reproduce. His superiority to the common herd lies in this
effort, even when its success is only partial. He distrusts his own
senses, he sifts his own impressions, by returning upon them from
different sides and at different times, by comparing, moderating,
thading, distinguishing, and so endeavouring to approach more and
more nearly to the formula which represents the maximum of truth,

Is it not the sad natures who are most tolerant of gaiety ? They
know that gaiety means impulse and vigour, that generally speaking
# is disguised kindliness, and that if it were a mere affair of
temperament and mood, still it is a blessing.

'l;he art .which is grand. and yc;t simplt.a is that which. pre-
mpposes the greatest elevation both in artist and in public.

How much folly is compatible with ultimate wisdom and
prudence ? It is difficult to say. The cleverest folk are those who
discover soonest how to utilise their neighbour’s experience, and so
get rid in good time of their natural presumption.

We must try to grasp the spirit of things, to see correctly, to
speak to the point, to give practicable advice, to act on the spot, to
arrive at the proper moment, to stop in time. Tact, measure,
occasion—all these deserve our cultivation and respect.

22d April 1878.—Letter from my cousin Julia. These kind old
relations find it very difficult to understand a man’s life, especially
a student’s life,. The hermits of reverie are scared by the busy
world, and feel themselves out of place in action. But after all,
we do not change at seventy, and a good, pious old lady, half-blind
and living in a village, can no longer extend her point of view, nor
‘orm any idea of existences which have no relation with her own.

What is the link by which these souls, shut in and encompassed
s they are by the details of daily life, lay hold on the ideal? The
ink of religious aspiration. Faith is the plank which saves them,
Chey know the meaning of the higher life ; their soul is athirst for
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proclaim truth. Competent learning, general cultivation, absolute
probity, accuracy of general view, human sympathy and technical
capacity,—how many things are necessary to the critic, without
reckoning grace, delicacy, savowr vivre, and the gift of happy phrase-
making ! .

26th July 1878.—Every morning I wake up with the same
sense of vain struggle against a mountain tide which is about to
overwhelm me, I shall die by suffocation, and the suffocation has
begun ; the progress it has already made stimulates it to go on.

How can one make any plans when every day brings with it
wme fresh misery ? I cannot even decide on a line of action in a
situation so full of confusion and uncertainty, in which I look
forward to the worst, while yet all is doubtful. Have I still a few

years before me or only a few months? Will death be slow or
will it come upon me as a sudden catastrophe ? How am I to bear
the days as they come? how am I to fill them? How am I to die
with calmness and dignity 7 I know not. Everything I do for the
fist time I do badly ; but here everything is new ; there can be no
help from experience ; the end must be a chance ! How mortify-
ing for one who has set so great a price upon independence—to
depend upon a thousand unforeseen contingencies! He knows not
how he will act or what he will become ; he would fain speak of
these things with a friend of good sense and good counsel—but
who? He dares not alarm the affections which are most his own,
and he is almost sure that any others would try to distract his
aftention, and would refuse to see the position as it is.

And while I wait (wait for what 7—health ?—certainty ?) the
weeks flow by like water, and strength wastes away like a smoking
candle, . . .

Is one free to let oneself drift into death without resistance?
Is self-preservation a duty ? Do we owe it to those who love us to
prolong this desperate struggle to its utmost limit 7 I think so, but
it is one fetter the more. For we must then feign a hope which
we do not feel, and hide the absolute discouragement of which the
beart is really full Well, why not? Those who succumb are
bound in generosity not to cool the ardour of those who are still
battling, still enjoying.

Two parallel roads lead to the same result ; meditation pa.ralyses
me, physiology condemns me. My soul is dymg, my body is dying.
[n every direction the end is closing upon me. My own melancholy
mticipates and endorses the medical judgment which says, ¢ Your
ourney is done.’ The two verdicts point to the same result—that
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on us, and we say, ‘It is a ghost!” In the one case we see what
is lacking, and demand it ; in the other we see what is given us,
and we give on our side. ~ Art, then, addresses itself to the imagina-
tion ; everything that appeals to sensation only is below art, almost
ontaide art. A work of art ought to set the poetical faculty in us
to work, it ought to stir us to imagine, to complete our perception
of a thing,. And we can only do this when the artist leads the way.
Mere copyist’s painting, realistic reproduction, pure imitation, leave
s cold because their author is a machine, a mirror, an iodised plate,
and not a soul.

Art lives by appearances, but these appearances are spiritual
visions, fixed dreams, Poetry represents to us nature become con-
mbstantial with the soul, because in it nature is only a reminiscence

- touched with emotion, an image vibrating with our own life, a form
vithout weight,—in short, a mode of the soul. The poetry which
ismost real and objective is the expression of a soul which throws
iteelf into things, and forgets itself in their presence more readily
than others ; but still, it is the expression of a soul, and hence what
we call style, Style may be only collective, hieratic, national, so
long as the artist is still the interpreter of the community ; it tends
to become personal in proportion as society makes room for indivi-

.. duality and favours its expansion.

There is & way of killing truth by truths. Under the pretence
that we want to study it more in detail we pulverise the statue—it
is an absurdity of which our pedantry is constantly guilty. Those
who can only see the fragments of a thing are to me esprits fauz,
Just as much as those who disfigure the fragments. The good critic
ought to be master of the three capacities, the three modes of seeing
men and things—he should be able simultaneously to see them as
they are, as they might be, and as they ought to be.

Modern culture is a delicate electuary made up of varied savours
and subtle colours, which can be more easily felt than measured or
defined. Its very superiority consists in the complexity, the asso-
ciation of contraries, the skilful combination it implies The man
of to-day, fashioned by the historical and geographical influences of
twenty countries and of thirty centuries, trained and modified by
all the sciences and all the arts, the supple recipient of all litera-
tures, is an entirely new product. He finds affinities, relationships,
analogies everywhere, but at the same time he condenses and
sums up what is elsewhere scattered. He is like the smile of
La Gioconda, which seems to reveal a soul to the spectator only
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:. become the conceivable, the possible tends to become the real ; the
earth becomes the garden of man. Man’s chief problem is how to
.. make the cohabitation of the individuals of his species possible ;
how, that is to say, to secure for each successive epoch the law,
the order, the ethbrmm which befits it. Division of labour allows
‘him to explore in every direction at once ; industry, science, art,
law, education, morals, religion, politics, and economical relations,—
all are in process of birth,
Thus everything may be brought back to zero by the mind, but
it is a fruitful zero—a zero which contains the universe and, in
« particular, humanity. The mind has no more difficulty in tracking
the real within the innumerable than in apprehending infinite
'E possibility. 00 may issue from 0, or may return to it.

19th January 1879.—Charity —goodness—places a voluntary
curb on acuteness of perception ; it screens and softens the rays of
a too vivid insight; it refuses to see too clearly the ugliness and
misery of the great intellectual hospital around it. True goodness
is loth to recognise any privilege in itself ; it prefers to be humble
and charitable ; it tries not to see what stares it in the face,—that
is to say, the imperfections, infirmities, and errors of humankind ;
its pity puts on airs of approval and encouragement. It triumphs
over its own repulsions that it may help and raise.

It has often been remarked that Vinet praised weak things. If
80, it was not from any failure in his own critical sense ; it was
from charity. ¢Quench not the smoking flax,’—to which I add,
¢ Never give unnecessary pain.’ The cricket is not the nightingale ;
why tell him s0? Throw yourself into the mind of the cricket—
the process is newer and more ingenious; and it is what charity
commands.

Intellect is aristocratic, charity is democratic. In a democracy
the general equality of pretensions, combined with the inequality of
merits, creates considerable practical difficulty ; some get out of it
by making their prudence a muzzle on their frankness; others, by
using kindness as a corrective of perspicacity. On the whole, kind-
ness is safer than reserve ; it inflicts no wound, and kills nothing.

Charity is generous ; it runs a risk willingly, and in spite of a
hundred successive experiences, it thinks no evil at the hundred-
and-first. We cannot be at the same time kind and wary, nor can
we serve two masters,—love and selfishness. We must be know-
ingly rash, that we may not be like the clever ones of the world,
who never forget their own interests. We must be able to submlt
to being deceived ; it is the sacrifice which interest and self-love

8
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by its lack of gratitude, of the spirit of deference, of the instinct of
solidarity. It is an ideal without beauty and without grandeur.

But, as a consolation, the modern zeal for equality makes a
counterpoise for Darwinism, just as one wolf holds another wolf in
check. Neither, indeed, acknowledges the claim of duty. The
fanatic for equality affirms his right not to be eaten by his neigh-
bour; the Darwinian states the fact that the big devour the little,
and adds—s0 much the better. Neither the one nor the other has
aword to say of love, of eternity, of kindness, of piety, of voluntary
mbmission, of self-surrender.

All forces and all principles are brought into action at once in
this world. The result is, on the whole, good. But the struggle
iteelf is hateful because it dislocates truth and shows us nothing
but error pitted against error, party against party ; that is to say,
mere halves and fragments of being—monsters against monsters.
A nature in 1ove with beauty cannot reconcile itself to the sight ;
it longs for harmony, for something else than perpetual dissonance,
The common condition of human society must indeed be accepted ;
tumult, hatred, fraud, crime, the ferocity of self-interest, the tenacity
of pre3ud1ce, are perennial ; but the philosopher sighs over it; his
heart is not in it; his ambition is to see human history from a
height ; his ear is set to catch the music of the eternal spheres.

15th March 1879.—1I have been turning over Les histoires de
mon Parrain by Stahl, and a few chapters of Nos Fils et nos Filles
by Legouvé. These writers press wit, grace, gaiety, and charm
into the service of goodness; their desire is to show that virtue is
not so dull nor common sense so tiresome as people belicve. They
are persuasive moralists, captivating story-tellers; they rouse the
appetite for good. This pretty manner of theirs, however, has its
A moral wrapped up in sugar goes down certainly, but
it may be feared that it only goes down because of its sugar. The
Sybarites of to-day will tolerate a sermon which is delicate enough
to flatter their literary sensuality ; but it is their taste which is
charmed, not their conscience which is awakened : their principle
of conduct escapes untouched.

Amusement, instruction, morals, are distinct genres. They may
no doubt be mingled and combined, but if we wish to obtain direct
and simple effects, we shall do best to keep them apart. The well-
disposed child, besides, does not like mixtures which have some-
thing of artifice and deception in them. Duty claims obedience ;
tudy requires application ; for amusement, nothing is wanted but
ood temper. To convert obedience and application into means of
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conceal them. We dream alone, we suffer alone, we die alone, we
inhabit the last resting-place alone. But there is nothing to pre-
vent us from opening our solitude to God. And so what was an
austere monologue becomes dialogue, reluctance becomes docility,
renunciation passes into peace, and the sense of painful defeat is lost
in the sense of recovered liberty.

¢ Vouloir ce que Dieu veut est la seule science
Qui nous met en repos.’

None of us can escape the play of contrary impulse ; but as soon as
the soul has once recogmsed the order of things and submitted
itself thereto, then all is well. :

¢ Comme un sage mourant puissions nous dire en paix :
J’ai trop longtemps erré, cherché ; je me trompais:
Tout est bien, mon Dieu m’enveloppe.’

28th January 1881.—A terrible night. For three or four hours ’
1 struggled against suffocation and looked death in the face. . . .
Tt is clear that what awaits me is suffocation—asphyxia, I shall

die by choking.
I should not have chosen such a death; but when there is no
option, one must simply resign oneself, and at once. . . . Spinoza

expired in the presence of the doctor whom he had sent for. I
must familiarise myself with the idea of dying unexpectedly, some
fine night, strangled by laryngitis. The last sigh of a patriarch
surrounded by his kneeling family is more beautiful : my fate
indeed lacks beauty, grandeur, poetry ; but stoicism consists in re-
nunciation. Abstine ef sustine.

I must remember besides that I have faithful friends ; it is
better not to torment them. The last journey is only made more
painful by scenes and lamentations : one word is worth all others—
‘Thy will, not mine, be done !’ Leibnitz was accompanied to the
grave by his servant only. The loneliness of the deathbed and the
tomb is not an evil. The great mystery cannot be shared. The
dialogue between the soul and the King of Terrors needs no wit-
nesses. It is the living who cling to the thought of last greetings.
And, after all, no one knows exactly what is reserved for him.
What will be will be. We have but to say, ¢ Amen.’

4th February 1881.—1It is a strange sensation that of laying one-
self down to rest with the thought that perhaps one will never see
the morrow. Yesterday I felt it strongly, and yet here I am.

u
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all my studies is a new phenomenology of mind, an intuition of
universal metamorphosis. All particular convictions, all definite
principles, all clear-cut formulas and fixed ideas, are but prejudices,
useful in practice, but still narrownesses of the mind. The abso-
lute in detail is absurd and contradictory. All political, religious,
msthetic, or. literary parties are protuberances, misgrowths of
thought. Every special belief represents a stiffening and thicken-
ing of thought ; a stiffening, however, which is necessary in its time
and place. Our monad, in its thinking capacity, overleaps the
boundaries of time and space and of its own historical surroundings ;
but in its individual capacity, and for purposes of action, it adapts
iteelf to current illusions, and puts before itself a definite end. It
islnwfultobemam,butitisneedfnla.lsotobeaman,tobeanin-
dividual. Our rdleis thus a double one. Only, the philosopher is
specially authorised to develop the first rdle, whlch the vast majority
of humankind neglects.

7th February 1881.—Beautiful sunshine to-day. But I have
scarcely spring enough left in me to notice it. Admiration, joy,
presuppose a little relief from pain. Whereas my neck is tired
with the weight of my head, and my heart is wearied with the
weight of life ;—this is not the wsthetic state.

I have been thinking over different thmgs which I might have
written. (But generally speaking we let what is most original and
best in us be wasted. We reserve ourselves for a future which
never comes) Omnis moriar.

14th February 1881.—Supposing that my weeks are numbered,
what duties still remain to me to fulfil, that I may leave all in
order ? I must give every one his due; justice, prudence, kind-
ness must be satisfied ; the last memories must be sweet ones. Try
to forget nothing useful, nor anybody who has a claim upon thee !

16th February 1881.—I have, very reluctantly, given up my
lecture at the University, and sent for my doctor. On my
chimney-piece are the flowers which has sent me. Letters
from London, Paris, Lausanne, Neuchftel. . . . They seem to me
like wreaths thrown into a grave.

Mentally I say farewell to all the distant friends whom I shall
never see again.

18th February 1881.—Misty weather. A fairly good night.
8till, the emaciation goes on. That is to say, the vulture allows

d
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last phase of all. They must be wrong. Justice will prevail, and
justice is not selfishness, Independence of intellect, combined with
goodness of heart, will be the agents of a result, which will be the
compromise required.

- 1st March 1881.—I have just been glancing over the affairs of
the world in the newspaper. What a Babel it is | But it is very
pleasant to be able to make the tour of the planet and review the
human race in an hour. It gives one a sense of ubiquity. A news-
paper in the twentieth century will be composed of eight or ten
daily bulletins — political, religious, scientific, literary, artistic,
commercial, meteorological, military, economical, social, legal, and
financial ; and will be divided into two parts only— Urbs and Orbis.
The need of totalising, of simplifying, will bring about the general
use of such graphic methods as permit of series and comparisons.
We shall end by feeling the pulse of the race and the globe as easily
a8 that of a sick man, and we shall count the palpitations of the
universal life, just as we shall hear the grass growing, or the sun-
spots clashing, and catch the first stirrings of volcanic disturbances.
Activity will become consciousness ; the earth will see herself.
Then will be the time for her to blush for her disorders, her hide-
ousness, her misery, her crime—and to throw herself at last with
energy and perseverance into the pursuit of justice. When human-
ity has cut its wisdom-teeth, then perhaps it will have the grace to }
reform itself, and the will to attempt a systematic reduction of the
share of the evil in the world. The Weltgeist will pass from the
state of instinct to the moral state. War, hatred, selfishness, fraud,
the right of the stronger, will be held to be old-world barbarisms,
mere diseases of growth. The pretences of modern civilisation will
be replaced by real virtues. Men will be brothers, peoples will be -
friends, races will sympathise one with another, and mankind will
draw from love a principle of emulation, of invention, and of zeal,
a8 powerful as any furnished by the vulgar stimulant of interest.
This millennium—will it ever be ? It is at least an act of piety to
believe in it.

—

14th March 1881.—1I have finished Mérimée’s letters to Panizzi.
Mérimée died of the disease which torments me—¢Je fousse, e
jéouffe Bronchitis and asthma, whence defective assimilation,
and finally exhaustion. He, too, tried arsenic, wintering at Cannes,
compressed air. All was useless. Suffocation and inanition carried
off the author of Colomba. Hic tua res agitur. The gray, heavy
sky is of the same colour as my thoughts. And yet the irrevocable
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19th March 1881.—Distaste—discouragement. My heart is
growing cold. And yet what affectionate care, what tenderness,
surrounds me ! . . . But without health, what can one do with all
the rest ? What is the good of it all to me? What was the good
of Job's trials? They ripened his patience; they exercised his
submission.

Come, let me forget myself, let me shake off this melancholy,
this weariness. Let me think, not of all that is lost, but of all
that I might still lose. I will reckon up my privileges ; I will try
to be worthy of my blessings.

21s¢t March 1881.—This invalid life is too Epicurean. For

five or six weeks now I have done nothing else but wait, nurse

myself, and amuse myself, and how weary one gets of it! What

" I want is work. It is work which gives flavour to life. Mere

+existence without object and without effort is a poor thing., Idle-

ness leads to languor, and languor to disgust. Besides, here is the

ing again, the season of vague desires, of dull discomforts, of dim

aspirations, of sighs without a cause. We dream wide-awake. We

sarch darkly for we know not what; invoking the while some-
thing which has no name, unless it be ha.ppmess or death.

28th March 1881.—I cannot work ; I find it difficult to exist.
One may be glad to let one's friends spoil one for a few months ;
it is an experience which is good for us all; but afterwards ?
How much better to make room for the living, the active, the
productive.
¢ Tircis, voici le temps de prendre sa retraite,’

Is it that I care so much to go on living? I think not. Itis
health that I long for—freedom from suffering. And this desire
being vain, I can find no savour in anything else. — Satiety.
Lassitude. Renunciation. Abdication. ‘In your patience possess
ye your souls’

10th April 1881 (Sunday)—Visit to She read over to
me letters of 1844 to 1845—letters of mine. So much promise to
end in so meagre a result! What creatures we are! I shall end
like the Rhine, lost among the sands, and the hour is close by
when my thread of water will have disappeared.

Afterwards I had a little walk in the sunset. There was an
effect of scattered rays and stormy clouds; a green haze envelops
all the trees—
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¢ Et tout renatt, et déja 'aubépine
A vu I'abeille accourir & ses fleurs,’

—but to me it all seems strange already.

Later.—What dupes we are of our own desires! . . . Destiny
has two ways of crushing us—by refusing our wishes and by
fulfilling them. But he who only wills what God wills escapes
both catastrophes. ¢ All things work together for his good.’

14th April 1881.—Frightful night ; the fourteenth running, in
which I have been consumed by sleeplessness. . . .

16th April 1881.—To-morrow is Good Friday, the festival of
pain. I know what it is to spend days of anguish and nights of
agony. Let me bear my cross humbly. . . . I have no more future.
My duty is to satisfy the claims of the present, and to leave every-
thing in order. Let me try to end well, seeing that to undertake
and even to continue, are closed to me.

19th April 1881.—A terrible sense of oppression, My flesh
and my heart fail me.

¢ Que vivre est difficile, 6 mon cceur fatigné!’



APPENDIX

Tae following short but valuable criticism of Amiel’s philosophical
thought, in its more technical aspects, has been sent me, at my request,
by a friend well qualified to s in the matter.—M. A. W,

8o far as can be judged from the published fragments of the Diary,
Amiel was not an adherent of any philosophical system. Ideas, however,
which, for brevity’s sake, may be called Hegelian, but which may have
been derived from the most various sources, were constantly at his com-
mand as means of criticism and as aids to imagination ; and where these
ideas touched him nearly, as in all matters aﬂ'ecti.ni the religious life, he
made them his own and founded his life upon them. One remark at
last on eesthetics—an analysis of the pleasure frodueed by so-called
imitative art—a distinction between character and disposition, directed
sginst Schopenhauer’s view that character is invariable ; a doctrine of
moral freedom in the same key as that distinction, treating moral freedom
13 not innate, but acquired ; and above all, an ardent conviction of the
essential truth of the true* Christian religion, and a conception of ¢im-
manence ’ akin, as Amiel expressly says, to the religion of Spinoza ;—all
these ideas and beliefs reveal an ssthetic, a psychology of morals, and a

theology drawn in essentials from the sPiritnal philosophy of which we
Way tﬁe Hegel as the representative. ‘ Hegel libére tout autrement la
Pensée,” he says in criticising Havet’s Origines du Christianisme ; and in
the first consciousness of failing health (in 1876) he recurred with pleasure
1o 2 Hegelian conce(ftion that seemed to invest the intellectual life with
Teculiar dignity and interest.

But Amiel was always repelled by what he considered the Spinozistic
and Hegelian tendency to replace religion by philosophy. The amor
Wlsllectualis can never, he says, take the place of ‘amour moral’ He
Uss Hegelian and Inteflectnalist as equivalent terms. Goethe, again, is
“Spinozist to the core,’ or ‘ un Grec du bon temps.” Even Schleiermacher.
of whose Monologues he speaks with enthusiastic admiration, ¢hardly
Ientions the existence of evil.,” The capital fact is not metaphysical, but
moral ; not even Immanence, but Sin. The neo-Hegelians appeal to the
intelligence, not to the will, and so ‘ Ruge et Feuerbach ne peuvent sauver
humanité.’

Amiel had a strong sympathy with mysticism. He quotes from

pean mystics, and recurs frequently to Oriental ideas, especially to

* Cf. ‘Quand le christianisme sera mort, la religion de Jésus pourrs
survivre,”
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NOTES

[ 4 few of the following notes are translated from the French edition of
the Journal.]

1. P. 2.—Amiel left Geneva for Paris and Berlin in April 1843, the

_preceding year, 1841-42, having been spent in Italy and Sicily.

2. P. 4, —Angelus Silesius, otherwise Johannes Scheffler, the German

’ seventeenth-century hymn-writer, whose tender and mystical verses have

been popularised in England by Miss Winkworth’s translations in the
Lyra Germanica.

8. P. 8.—Of these Marheineke, Neander, and Lachmann had been
lecturing at Berlin during Amiel’s residence there. The Danish drama-
tio poet Oelenschliger and the Swedish writer Tegner were among the
Scandinavian men of letters with whom he made acquaintance during his
tour in Sweden and Denmark in 1845. He probably came across the
Swedish historian Geijer on the same occasion. ~Schelling and Alexander
von Humboldt, mentioned a little lower down, were also still holding sway
at Berlin when he was a student, There is an interesting description in
one of his articles on Berlin, published in the Bibliothéque Universelle de
Genive, of a University ceremonial there in or about 1847, and of the effect

roduced on the student’s young imagination by the sight of half the
eaders of European research gathered into a single room. He saw
Schlosser, the veteran historian, at Heidelberg at the end of 1843.

4. P. 10.—Arnold Ruge, born in 1803, died at Brighton in 1880,
rincipal editor of the Hallische, afterwards the Deutsche Jahrbiicher
1838-48), in which Strauss, Bruno Bauer, and Louis Feuerbach wrote.

He was a member of the Parliament of Frankfort.

5. P. 17.—Compare Clough’s lines—

¢ Where are the great, whom thou would’st wish to praise thee !
‘Where are the pure, whom thou would’st choose to love thee !
‘Where are the brave, to stand supreme above thee,

‘Whose high commands would cheer, whose chidings raise thee ?
Seek, seeker, in thyself ; submit to find

In the stones, bread, and life in the blank mind.’

8. P. 20.—Christian Frederick Krause, died 1832, Hegel's younger
contemporary, and the author of a system which he called pa: ism, —
Amiel alludes to it later on.
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libre habitude littéraire qui laissait & 'imagination tout son espace et &
'esprit tout son jeu; qui formait une atmosphére saine et facile ol le
talent respirait et se mouvait & son gré : cette atmosphére-la, je ne la trouve
plns,) et je la regrette.’—(Chateau-briand et son Groupe Littéraire, vol.i. p.
311

The fo]lowin%peméc of La Bruyére applies to the second half of Amiel’s
criticism of the French mind : ¢ If you wish to travel in the Inferno or the
Paradiso you must take other guides,’ etc.—

¢Un homme né Chrétien et Francois se trouve contraint dans la satyre ;
les grands sujets lui sont défendus, il les entame quelquefois, et se détourne
ensuite sur de petites choses qu'il reléve par la beauté de son génie et de son
style.’ —(Les Caractéres, etc., * Des Ouvrages de U’ Esprit.’)

15. P. 100.—The Vouache is the hill which bounds the horizon of
Geneva to the south-west.

16. P. 102.—The sayins of Pascal’s alluded to is in the Pensées, Art.
1. No. 10: ‘A mesure quon a plus d’esprit on trouve qu’il y a plus
dhommes originaux. Les gens du commun ne trouvent pas de différence
entre les hommes.’

17. P. 126.—* Die Mitter'—an allusion to a strange and enigmatical,
but very effective, conception in Faust (Part II. Act L. Scenev.) Die Mitter
aro the prototypes, the abstract forms, the generative ideas, of things.
‘8ie sehn dich nicht, denn Schemen sehn sie nur.’ Goethe borrowed t%:se
term from a passage of Plutarch’s, but he has made the idea half Platonic,
half legendary. Amiel, however, seems rather to have in his mind
TFaust’s speech in Scene vii. than the speech of Mephistopheles in Scene v.—

¢ In eurem Namen, Miitter, die ihr thront
Im Griinzenlosen, ewig einsam wohnt,
Und doch gesellig! Euer Haupt umschweben
Des Lebens Bilder, regsam, ohne Leben.
‘Was einmal war, in allem Glanz und Schein,
Es regt sich dort ; denn es will ewig sein.
Und ihr vertheilt es, allgewaltige Michte,
Zum Zelt des Tages, zum Gewolb’ der Nichte,’

18. P. 128.—Weissenstein is a high point in the Jura, above Soleure.

19. P. 181.—Edouard Claparéde, a Genevese naturalist, born 1832,
died 1871.

20. P. 184.—Noce de Gamache="*repas trés somptueux.’—Littré. The
allusion, of course, is to Don Quixote, Part IL cap. xx.—*Donde se cuentan
las bodas de Camacho el rico, con el suceso de Basilio el pobre.’

21. P. 188.—The quotation is from Quinet’s Ahasvérus (first published
1833), that strange a’alt-gedicht, which the author himself described as
Thistoire du monde, de Dieu dans le monde, et enfin du doute dans le
nonde,’” and which, with Faust, probably suggested the unfinished but in
sany ways brilliant performance of the young Spaniard, Espronceda,—E?
Yablo Myndo.

22. P. 144.—1I1 Penseroso, poésies-maximes par H. F. Amiel : Gendve,
858. ‘This little book, which contains 133 maxims, several of which are
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One is reminded of Mr. Morley’s criti¢cism of Emerson. Emerson, he
Eoints out, has almost nothing to say of death, and ‘little to say of that
orrid burden and impediment on the soul which the churches call sin,
and which, by whatever name we call it, is a very real catastrophe in the
moral nature of man ;—the courses of nature, and the prodigious inf’ustices
of man in society affect him with neither horror nor awe. He will see no
monster if he can help it.’

Here, then, we have the eternal difference between the two orders of
temperament—the men whose overflowing energy forbids them to realise
the ever-recurrin%defeat of the human spirit at the hands of circumstance,
like Renan and Emerson, and the men for whom ¢horror and awe’ are
interwoven with experience, like Amiel.

29. P. 185.—Mably, the Abbé Mably, 1709-85, one of the precursors of
the Revolution, the professor of a cultivated and classical communism
based on a study of antiquity, which Babeuf, and others like him, in
the following generation, translated into practical experiment. ¢Caius
Gracchus’ Babeuf, born 1764, and guillotined in 1797 for a conspiracy
against the Directory, is sometimes called the first French Socialist. Per-
haps Socialist doctrines, properly so called, may be said to make their first
entry into the region of popular debate and practical agitation with his
Manifeste des Egauz, issued April 1796.

30. P. 188.—*‘‘Persifflez les pharisaismes, mais parlez droit aux
honnétes gens* me dit Amiel, avec une certaine aigreur. Mon Dien, que les
honnétes gens sont souvent exposés a étre des pharisiens sans le savoir I’—
(M. Renan’s article, already quoted.)

81. P. 189.—Polyeucte, Act. V. Scene v.

‘Mon époux en mourant m’a laissé ses lumidres ;
Son sang dont tes bourreaux viennent de me couvrir
M’a dessillé les yeux et me les vient d’ouvrir.

Je vois, je sais, je crois. ’

82, P. 193.—A Synod of the Reformed Churches of France was then
occupied in determining the constituent conditions of Protestant belief.

83. P. 197.—Louise Siefert, a modern French poetess, died 1879. In
addition to Les Stoiques, she published L’ Année Républicaine, Paris, 1869,
and other works.

84, P, 199.—‘We all believe in duty,’ says M. Renan, ‘and in the
trinmph of righteousness ;’ but it is possible notwithstanding, ¢ que tout
e contraire soit vrai—et que le monde ne soit qu'une amusante féerie
dont ancun dieu ne se soucie. Il faut donc nous arranger de maniére &
e:zne, dans le cas ol le seconde hypothése serait la vraie, nous n’ayons pas
été trop dupés.’

This strain of remark, which is developed at considerable length, is
meant as a criticism of Amiel's want of sensitiveness to the irony of things.
Bat in reality, as the age in the text shows, M. Renan is only express-
ing a feeling with which Amiel was just as familiar as his critic. Only he
is delivered from this last doubt of all by his habitual seriousness ; by that
wense of ‘horror and awe’ which M. Renan puts away from him. Con-
weience saves him ‘from the sorceries of Maia,’
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ABOUT'S satire and irony, 134.
Absolute, Amiel’s craving for the, 43.
conception of the, 215, 230.

Absolutism; 170.
Accident, philosophy of, 53, 54,
and Providence, 137.
Ackermann, poems of Madame, 214.
Acorn and oak, 280.
Action, Amiel’s cross, 81.
= concrete thought, 4.
how to recover courage for, 31.
requisites for, 269.
Activity of the Western Nations,
unholy, 264.
Adoration and consolation essential in
religion, 80.
Advice, giving, 191.
ZAschylus’s Prometheus and Eumeni-
des, 200.
Affected poets, 248.
Affirmation and examination, 194.
Age, loss of respect for, 103,
the servitude of, 150,
Alcibiades, 233.
Algebra v. life, 182.
All or nothing, 215.
Alps, the, 43, 129, 173.
Ambition, Amiel’s horror of, 85, 229.
moral, 165.
Anmericans, the, 264.
Amusement and instruction, 259.
Analysis, extreme, 83.
kills spontaneity, 254.
of self, Amiel’s, 125.
woman's dislike of, 136,
Analytic minds, 1?1é82
Anger, conquest of, 3
Animality, the laws of, 235.
Animals, treatment of, 123.

Annihilation of Buddha, 152.
Anonymous souls, 156.
ﬁnt v. swallow, 64.
priori speculations, 194.

Arcadia, an expedition into, 220.
Aristotle, 230,
Art, decadence of, 141.

grand and simple, 249.

and imagination, 253.

reveals Nature, 83.
Ascension Day, 260.
Atg;a and René, Chiteaubriand’s, 66,

Atheism, effects of, 234.
Atomism, philosophy of, 103.
Attila, 267.
Angsustine and Lucian contrasted,
236.
Authority ». liberty, 156.
Autumn, melancholy of, 218.
of life, 144.
twofold, 100.
Azote, woman the social, 200.

BABBLE, ignorant, 247.
Bach'’s prelude, 40.
Bacon on religion, 113.
Bahnsen’s pessimism, 190.
Balzac, 182.
Banniére Bleue, la, 266.
Banter not humour, 281.
Barbarism, possible triumph of, 104,
Basle, 175.
Bayle and Saint Simon, 161.
Beauty, female, 135.
v. goodness, 236.
and pathos, 68, 69.
and ugliness, 190.
universal in Paradise, 104.
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Common sense worship, 20.
Commune of Paris, 186.
Compliance, good-humoured, 208.
Composition, Amiel’s labonous, 225.
the process of, 248.
Compound character of Amiel, 158.
Condorcet’s theory, 41.
Conflict, man’s perpetual, 240.
Conscience, 199.
abdication of the, 170.
appeal of, 8, 10.
v. cleverness, 236.
corruption of the, 107.
and faith, 48, 49.
and history, 16.
individualised by, 114.
v. reality, 165.
v. taste, 259.
the voice of God, 258.
Consciousness compared to a book,213.
¢ Consideration,’ definition of, 222.
unsought by Amiel, 223.
Constant, Benjamin, 222.
Contemplation, Amiel’s milieu, 136.
contrasted with action, 136.
passionate temperament incap-
able of, 130.
Contentment, 278.
apostolic, 142.
and submission, 218.
Contradictory aspirations, 235.
Contraries, marriage of, 227.
Coppée, Frangois, 227.
Coquerel, 156.
Corinne

, 63.
Corneille’s heroes, r6les not men, 89.
Courage, Amiel’s want of, 204.
Creation, the act of, 226.
Credulity, freedom from, 124.
Creed, Amiel’s want of a, 209.
Critic, the, 34.
the conscientious, 68.
the2 tsme, 157, 162, 249, 250,
53.
Critical faculty, abuse of the, 51.
lucidity, 195.
Criticism a gift, 250.
indifferent, 87.
Cross, apotheosis of the, 167, 168.
(one’s) made heavier by repul-
sion, 5.
Crowd (the) and the individual, 114,
instinct and passion of the, 212.
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Crowd worship, 102.
Crucifixion, the, 167.
Culture, modern, 253.
Cynic, egotism of the, 178.

DaNTE, 37.
in hell, 109.
Darwinism, 245.
counterpoised by equality, 259.
inconsistencies of, 235.
Dead and living, the, 215.
want of respect for the, 79.
Death, 46.
Amiel’s anticipation of, 289.
290, 291, 292.
anticipation of, 251, 252.
certainty of, 75.
death of, 167.
speculations respecting, 213.
De Candolle, 141.
Democracy unfavourable to high art,
131

evil results of, 141.

fickleness of, 185.

fiction of, 104, 185.

results of, 270.

weakness of, 177.
Democratic era, 14, 102, 103, 104.
Demos, stupidity of, 185.
Dependence and liberty, 120.
Depersonalisation, Amiel’s, 275.
Descartes on fame, 234.
Desert, the traveller of the, 265,
Desolation and daylight, 201.
Despair, resignation of, 219.
Despotic government and intellectual

anarchy, 124,

Despotism, 120.

and materialism, 27.

of Russia, 55.
Detritus of past eras, 205.
Diderot, 139.
¢ Die unto sin,” 71.
Discontentment, 68.
Discouragement, Amiel’s sin, 81.
Discrimen ingeniorum, 38.
Disraeli's Lothair, 169.
Distilled history, 231.
Divine, glimpses of the, 48.

and human union, 147.

will, acceptation of the, 238,
Divinity, multiplication of, 277.
Doctor, the model, 208,
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Feeling, suppression of, 178, 182.
’ the bread of angels, 107.
and thought, 201.
Feminine nature, infirmity of the,
202.
Festinat ad eventum, 294,
Feuerbach, 12.
Feuille Centrale de Zofingen, 277.
Fiat j pereat mundus, 165.
Fnchte, 17, 132.
Finite and infinite, 215.
Fldnerie, 24.
Flattery of the multitude, 212.
Fog, poetry of, 117.
Fontaine’s defects and beauties, 242.
Fontanés, 156.
Fools, behaviour towards, 46.
Force, extemnl, 285.
Forces, opposing, 54.
Fragmentary con’wmplahon, 253.
France, Christianity in, 243.
fundamental error of, 202.
v. Geneva, 276.
and Germany, 183.
philosophic superficiality of, 42.
the centre of the world, 130.
Francis of Assisi, 123.
Frankness and self-knowledge, women
deficient in, 146.
Freethinkers, puerility of the, 170.
Freethought, republic of, 211.
French Ac:.demy, eloquence of the,
221.

drama, an oratorical tourna-
ment, 89.
and German literature con-
trasted, 139.
ignorance of liberty, 172.
literary method, 172.
love of ®sthetics, 245.
mind, 84, 219.
philosophy, 64.
poets, modern, 248.
syl;:;)‘:lical authority of the,
republicanism, 175.
vivacity of the, 89.
Friends, choice of, 284.
Futg;e state, mystery of the, 127,
157.

GAIBTY and sadness, 249,
QGaliani, 189,
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Gallery, playing to the, 220, 223.
Galley-slaves, modern, 180.
Geneva, appeal to, 272,
characteristics of, 278,
v. France, 276.
oath of old, 287.
Genevese Liberalism, 65.
Genghis Khan, 266.
Genius and talent, 60.
writers of, 161.
Gentleman defined, 117-119.
the Shibboleth of England, 117.
German and French literature con-
trasted, 189.
novels, 181,
society, vulgarity of, 181.
thinkers, their repugnance to
public life, 31.
Germanic mind, tendency of the, 246.
artistic devotion of the, 246.
the, masters of the philosophy
of life, 54.
Germany and France, 188.
Ge:ll'glls of good and bad in every heart,
Gethsemane, 290.
Ghost, Amiel a living, 279.
Gifts considered acquisitions, 26,
Gioberti on the French mind, 219,
Gioconda, la, 227, 253.
Glory of God, 238.
Glow-worm, 26.
God, communion with, 1,
conquest of, 44, 52.
harmony with, 128, 142,
life in, 96.
¢God and my right,’ 118, 196.
and Nature contrasted, 112
recognition of, 170.
submission to, 116, 219, 288.
289, 294, 296.
will of, 216.
God’s love and chastisement, 261.
omnipresence, 228,
perfection, 179.
Goethe, 20.
contrasted with Roussean, 111,
on fame, 234.
on self-obscurity, 83.
Goethe’s want of soul, 187.
complex nature, 187.
¢ Good news’ of Christianity, 147.
¢ Good society,’ 181.
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Ideal, diminution of the, 155.
malady of the, 56.
v. material, 102.
v. real, 21, 27, 28, 105.
thirst for the, 262.
Ideals, hypocritical, 280.
Ideas, anarchy of, 238.
formation of, 226.
[11-health, Amiel’s, 218, 229.
Ill-nature, conquest of, 282.
Illness, summonses of, 75.
Tllusion, benefit of, 172,
Tllusions, human, 138, 151, 268.
Tllustrious men, disappearance of, 8.
Imagination v. character, 9.
enfranchised, 197, 198.
influence of, 161.
of Rousseau, 110.
Immortality, belief in, 132.
consolations of, 209.
and annihilation, 72.
Impersonality, 161.
temptations of, 255.
Indecision, 61.
Amiel’s, 244.
Independence, Amiel’s, 286.
twofold aspect of, 164.
Independent thought of Geneva, 276.
Indifference of cultivated classes, 178.
Indignation, incapacity for, 192.
Individual and society, 268.
(the) v. duty, 270.
Individualism an absurdity, 189.
epoch of, 119. .
and equality, 18,
evils of, 258.
Individuality = character and tempera-
ment, 160.
rarity of, 247. .
Inevitable, 7Amiel’s resignation to the,
237.
acceptance of the, 268.
the, 231.
Infallibility of judgment rare, 162,
Infinite, communion with the, 21, 22.
penetration of the, 269.
thirst for the, 271.
Infinites, infinity of, 179.
Influence of men of action, 269.
Injustice, Amiel too sensitive to, 287.
Inner life essential, 118,
Instinct precedes feeling, 40.
Institutions, capacity of, 177.
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Instruction and amusement, 259.
Insubordination, increase of, 103.
Intellect, a;istocratic character of the,
257.

and heart, 249-278.

religion of, 11.

and stupidity, 287.
Intellectualism, 199.
Interests, want of, 130.
International influences, 188.
Internationale, the, 185.
Introspection, 184.
Intuition, 281.
Invalid, individuality of every, 207.
Invisible, the universal witness to the,

260,

Involution, 238.
Irony, law of, 235.
Irreparable, thought of the, 128, 150.
Isms, the modern, 274.
Italy, Christianity in, 243.

JANBENISTS v. Jesuits, 262.
Jesuits v. Jansenists, 262.
Jesus and the churches, 140.
and Socrates, 11.
comprehension of, 8, 4.
faith of, 147.
Job’s murmurings, 295 ; trials, 58.
Jocelyn and Pawl et Virginie, tender-
ness and purity of, 85, 86.
John Halifax, Gentleman, 117.
Joubert, 6, 7.
Doudan’s resemblance to, 232.
Journal, Amiel’s estimate of his, 231.
funct;on of the private, 19, 244,
245.
Joy expressed by tears, 109.
Judaism of nineteenth century, 3.
Judgment, impersonality of, 60.
of character, 281.
self-interested, 178.
and understanding, 188.
Justice defined, 245.
forgetfulness of, 178.
v. love, 166.
will ultimately prevail, 293.

KANT'S radicale Bise, 164.
Kindness and wariness incompatible,
257.
the principle of tact, 16.
Krause's religious serenity, 20.
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Meditation, joys of silent, 263.
Melancholy, Amiel’s tendency to, 125,
128, 143, 174, 176, 181, 182,
216, 223, 224.
and hope, 210.
below the surface, 46.
universality of, 102.
Memories, painful, 250.
Memory a catacomb, Amiel’s, 274.
deficient, 52.
Men and things, Amiel’s relation to, 84.
Mephistopheles, weakness of, 178.
Mérimée’s letters to Panizzi, 203.
Method in religion, secondary, 121.
Michelet, 42.
Milieu, a wholesome, 239.
Millennium, the, 293.
Mind and soul, 228.
and the infinite, 256.
described, 276, 280.
forms and metamorphoses of (the
one subject of study), 2.
not phenomenal, 228.
science of, 214.
the march of, 292.
Minds, abstract and concrete, 87.
well-governed, 131.
Minors in perpetuity, 170.
Miracles, 193.
Msérables, Victor Hugo’s, 90.
Misspent time, 222.
Mist and sunshine, 117.
Misunderstandings, 2, 125.
Modern man, character of the, 113.
¢ Modern spirit,” the, 187.
Modesty, 34.
¢ Moi,’ the central consciousness, 229,
Moliére, 243.
on reasoning, 180.
Monad, the human, 204.
Monads, conscious, 232.
Mongol invasion, 267.
Monod, Adolphe, 14,
Montaigne, 243.
Montesquieu, 203.
saying of, 212.
‘Moonlight reflections, 210.
Moralists, sugar, 259.
Moral law, reconciliation of faith and
science by the, 209.
philosophy of Geneva, 275.
v. natural, 165.
v. physical science, 214.
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Morals, psychology and system of, 36.

Morning and evening conditions, 35.

Mortification, 168.

Mozart and Beethoven contrasted, 40.

¢ Much ado about nothing,” 229.

Mulock, Miss, 117.

Multitude, flattery of the, 211.

Music, Vgagner's, depersonalised, 61,
- 2.

effects of, 165.
Musician, the modern, 242.
Musset on De Laprade, 266.
Mystery of Providence, 137,
Mysticism, so-called, 45.

NaroLEoN, 137.
National competitions, 142.
types, 119,
pr;fe;ences unknown to Amiel,
41.
Nationalities, ancient and modern, 43.

imply prejudice, 87.

Quinet’s studies of, 77.
Nationality and the State, 60.
Nations, destinies of (Zschylus), 200.
Natural man, the, 164.

v. moral, 165.

Naturalist thinkers (¢vowol), 214.
Nature, Amiel’s enjoyment of, 128,
140, 144, 151, 178, 188, 217,
220, 221, 245, 250, 260, 264,
276, 280.
enjoyment of, 3, 12, 21, 22, 23,
29, 38, 45, 46, 63, 82, 83, 84,
100, 106.

continuity of, 277.

v. conventions, 246.

and God contrasted, 112,

the kindly voice of, 280,

the law of, 165.

without man, 62,

worship of, 187.

Naville, Ernest, 64.

on The Eternal Life, 712-74.
Neckar, the river, 82.
NeckerdeSaussure, Madame, 270, 275.
Negative minde, danger of, 87,
Neo-Hegelians, 10.

New birth, the, 71.
Nicole and Pascal, 161.
Nihilism, Russian, 185.
Nirvana, 264.
Nobility, true, 117,
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Politician, aim of the honest, 212.

Popular harangues, 202.

Portraits and wax figures contrasted,
252.

Poverty a crime in England, 118.

Practical life, Amiel unsuited for,
158.

Prayer, blessings of, 258.

Prejudice7essentia.l to nationalities,

87.

better than doubt, 87.
Prestige, French worship of, 183.
Pride and discouragement, 5.

moral and religious, 280.

two conditions of, 45.
Priesthood, domination of the, 170,
Prince Vitale, Cherbuliez, 97,
Principiis obsta, 164.

Privilege only temporary, 288.
Professor, obligations of a, 228.
Professorial lectures, 261.

Progress, absolute and relative, 210.

results of, 284.

Victor Hugo’s religion of, 90.
Protestant v. Catholic countries, 169.
Protestantism defined, 121.

advance guard of, 156,

historical, 156.

Protestants, liberal, 156.
Proudhon, 110.
his axiom, 191,

Providence, 216.
Province defined, 274.
Psychological study, Amiel’s aptitude

for, 158.
;:ychologist, the, 184.

ychology, applied, 229, 230.
Punctum saliens, 280.
Punishment softened by faith, 53.

QUANTITATIVE and qualitative, 42.

Quinet, 42.
Quintilian, saying of, 202.

TRABELAIS, 243,

Racine, 88, 91.

Radical jugglery, 211.

Rain, the country in, 189,

Rationalism, 78.

Ready-made ideas, 45.

Real and ideal, 105, 262.

Realism in painting, 252.
suppression of, 182,

315

Reality and appearance, 220.

character with no sense of,

130.

Reason and passion, 177.
Reconciliation and Christianity, 261.
Redeemed, motive power of the, 147.
Regenerate man, 164.
Reinvolution, psychological, 279.
Religion and liberty, 169.

and philosophy, 153, 156, 169.

and piety contmsted, 102.

indestructible, 124,

life in God, 153.

phases of, 258.

refreshing power of, 113.

and Utilitarianism, 234.

without mysticism, 80.
Religions, multitude of, 138.

effect of political, 243. -
Religious man, the (an mtermedx-

ary), 289,

views, Amiel’s, 290.

Reminiscences, vague, 93.

‘Renaissance, the, Fontaine’s hori-

zon, 243.
Renan, 139.
his object, style, 245.
Renan’s Les Evangiles, 245.
Vie de Jesus, 188,
St. Paul, 157.
René and Atala, Chiteaubriand’s, 66,

67.
Renunciation, benefit of, 286.
Repentance and sanctification too
exclusively preached, 80.
simple, 168.
Republic, the normal, 274.
Repugnance, Amiel's twofold, 272.
Resignation, manly, 22.
Responsibility 9.
dread of, 30.
Restlessness, Amiel's, 55-57.
Reveries, 22-24.
Réville, 156.
Revolt instinctive, 164.
Revolution and Catholicism, 169.
v. liberty, 175.
Ridicule, fear of, 213.
Right apart from duty, a compass
with one leg, 258
Rights, abstract, 258.
Rm;r, a beautiful life oompa.re& toa,
278.
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Socti Dei sumus (Seneca), 153.
Socrates and Jesus, 11.
Solitariness of life, 58.
Solitary life, Amiel’s, 68,
Solitude, human, 289.
Soul, abyss of the, 179.
and mind, 228.
Soul, dominical state of the, 263.
ghosts of the, 93.
history of a, 231.
three powers of the (counsel,
judgment, and action), 51.
Soul’s wants ignored by the Church,
80,

Southern Europe, statesmen of, 170.

theatre, masks of the, 88.
Sparrenhorn, ascent of the, 178.
Speech, mystery of, 24.
Spinoza, 49.

and Leibnitz, 292.
Spirit, voice of the Holy, 240.
Spiritual existence, 255.
Spontaneity, the question of, 184.
Sta&l, Madame de, 222, 225.

on nationalities, 241.

her L’ Allemagne, 275.
Stahl’s Les histoires de mon Parrain,

259.

. State, the model, 183.

true foundations of a, 178.
Statistical progress and moral decline,
13

endhal, 182.
icism, 214.
- and suicide, 132,
‘the, 49.
282.
of opposing forces, 259.
and intellect, 237.
:an’s main object, 245.
3 history, 43.
¥y and objectivity, 15, 32,
, 84.
verience, 131.
, 102,
Jefeat, 121.
.es not helpful, 268.
sy and taste, 233.
ss, 137.
ering, way of, 180.
produces depth, 163,
triumph of, 167.
result of, 216,
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Suffering, universality of, 261.
Sunshine and mist contrasted, 117.
Supernatural, the, 121, 193.
Swiss critics, 64.

ungracefulness of the, 141.
Sybarites, modern, 259.
Symbols, decay of, 282, 283,
Sympathy, 12.

and criticism, 254,

moral, 190.

of Amiel, 123.

with our fellows, 139.
Symphonic pictures, Berlioz's, 242.
Synonyms, passion for, 243,
Systems defined, 111,

Taorrus v. the chroniclers, 243.
Tact, measure, and occasion, 249.
Taine on the Ancien Régime, 226.
Taine’s English Literature, 181,
Talent and genius, 60.
triumphs of, 110,
Tamerlane, 267.
Taste i{l,ns:;red in German ssthetics,
v, conscience, 259.
Teaching, successful, 179.
the art of, 101.
Tears and joy, 168.
origin of, 108.
Temperament, character, and indi-
viduality, 160.
Temptation our natural state, 164.
Temptations, etc., never ending, 116.
Te;igmess towards our neighbours,
Thales, hylozoism of, 226.
Theism, Christian, 121.
Theory and practice, 15, 56.
Thought and feeling, 202,
a kind of opium, 61.
Time, flight of, 86, 150.
Timidity, Amiel’s, 159, 225.
and pride, Amiel’s, 81.
Tocqueville, 18.
on obedience, 124.
¢To every man his turn,’ 277,
Too late, 106.
TGppfer, 24.
his tourist class, 130.
Totality, Amiel’s tendency to, 158,
Tradition v. force, 103,
Trial and duty; 116,


















